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Peter and “@4/e Honey Bee 


AGNES DEERING Moore 


ETER lay in the garden, watching the bees fly lazily in 
and out of their new white beehive. He wondered 
what they were doing, and when they made their honey. 
His father had told him that bees made honey, but 
Peter didn’t see how they could get time to make any, 
because they flew about all the time. 

“T wish Puck were here,” mused Peter. “He'd tell 
me all about it. I wonder where he is, anyway. | 
haven’t seen him for such a long time that I’m afraid he’s forgotten me.”’ 
“That would be too bad, now, wouldn’t 
Peter looked up quickly. He was sure he heard Puck’s voice, 
and he did wish to see the little elf. While Peter was still looking, 
he heard the little voice chant: 


“T’m on the back 
Of a honeybee: 
Follow your nose 
And you'll see me.” 

“Come, this will never do,” thought Peter. “My nose has to 
point in the direction I’m looking, and how do I know where to look ? 
However, I'll try again.” He stared down at the grass in front of 
him. ‘Oh! there you are,” cried Peter. “Who would have thought 
that you were so near me?” 
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“Why, to be sure I am,” said Puck, as he balanced himself on 
the back of a bee. “Didn't I tell you to follow your nose? Now that 
I am here, what can I do for you?” 

“Oh! please tell me about the bees,” said Peter. “‘Daddy says 
that the honey we eat comes from them, but I don’t see how that can 
be, for they don’t stay home long enough.” 

“Just how do you think honey is made, anyway, old chap?”’ 
asked Puck. 

““‘Why the bees hatch it, don’t they, the way hens hatch eggs?”’ 

“Hm, buzz,” exclaimed the bee, disgustedly, “hatch it indeed! 
Anybody can hatch things, but it takes’a bee to make honey. Even 
you human beings can’t do that, and you are said to be very clever. 
But let me tell you something about our kingdom. 

“TI and my numerous sisters and brothers are subjects of her 
gracious majesty, the Queen of Beeland. She is a very beautiful and 
grand personage. Of course—” 

“T say, sweet Sirupina,” interrupted Puck, “will you take me to 
the queen now? I must call and pay my respects to her majesty.” 
Then turning to Peter, he said, “Sirupina will come back and finish 
telling you about the bee kingdom, as soon as she takes me to the 
queen.” With that, Puck tickled the honeybee’s wings, and away 
they flew. 

Sirupina soon came back to Peter and continued the tale. 

“Buzz, buzz,” breathed the little creature. 

“Oh! I didn’t expect you back so soon. But I am so glad you've 
come. Now please tell me all about the queen and your sisters and 
how you make honey and—and everything.” 

“Well, suppose I begin where I left off,” said Sirupina. “As | 
was saying, our dear queen, who is very beautiful and distinguished, 
does nothing but raise a large family. But that keeps her very busy, 
very busy indeed, as so much is expected of her. You see we ordinary 

‘bees work so hard that we live only six or seven weeks, and if there 
weren’t any new bees to take our places, who would make the honey >” 
Poor Sirupina heaved a sigh, and a large tear dropped down on the 
grass in front of her. 

“Oh! I’m sorry that you don’t live any longer,” said Peter, 
sympathetically, “but why do you work so hard?” 

“We must,” replied Sirupina. “It takes a lot of honey to fill 
the huge wooden squares that are placed inside our hive. Besides 
making honey, we have to build the rooms in which the grubs, or baby 
bees, stay until they are large enough to go out into the big world. 
This is no small task, as we have to make the cells different sizes. 
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The ‘royal cells’ are large and irregular oval in shape, while those of 
the workers are smaller and look like tiny hexagons.” 

“But how do you know that the grubs in the royal cells are going 
to be queens? ‘They might turn out to be ordinary workers, mightn’t 
they >” 

“No, nothing like that ever happens. We workers see to that. 
For that matter, they are all little princesses to begin with, but only 


“I’m on the back of a honey bee: Follow your nose and you'll see me.” 


those who are fed the royal jelly throughout their lives become queens. 
The rest are given ordinary honey and pollen, and they become work- 
ers. However, we workers are to be envied the more because we 
have control of the government of the hive. 
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“When we see that the hive has become overcrowded, we send 
the old queen away with a swarm of bees, and one of her royal 
daughters is placed on the throne.” 

“Oh! isn’t that interesting!” exclaimed Peter. “But why do you 
send the old queen away instead of the new one?” 

“Ah,” shuddered the bee, “there you touch upon a very painful 
subject, one that I am ashamed even to think about, one that—” 

“Oh! what is it?”’ gasped Peter. 

“T will tell you, but you mustn’t repeat it. Our great disgrace 
is the cruelty of our nobility. When her majesty is told that her young 
daughters will soon leave their apartments, she flies into a rage and 
attacks them. So to prevent this, we send the queen mother away to 
find another home.” 

“TIsn’t that dreadful! Can’t something—” 

“That isn’t all, my dear. When a young princess emerges from 
her cell, she goes to the apartments of her royal sisters and overcomes 
them. Having thus established her right to the throne—by right of 
conquest, I believe the historians call it—she mounts high in the air, 
circles about, once or twice, and then returns to the hive to take up her 
queenly duties. But I shall have to bring my family history to a close 
now, for I see Puck coming, and he will probably want me to take 
him home.” 

“Well, well, here you are still talking. Sirupina must have had 
a lot to tell you. However, I’m afraid she’ll have to tear herself away 
long enough to take me home.” 

“Why, hello there, Puck. Did you have a good time? What 
did you do? Weren’t you afraid of her?” 
sie “Afraid of her? The queen? Of course I wasn’t. Why should 

““Well, Sirupina just told me that she stung her sisters.” 

“Oh! but that’s different. The good queen isn’t really cruel. 
She just made herself queen because she wanted to settle things quietly 
and without any fuss. I had a most delightful time with her majesty, 
this afternoon. She served tea in the amber room. It—”’ 

“Tell us what you had. Was it good?” 

““Yes; indeed it was. We had some heavenly nectar and bee- 
bread with honey. I wish you had been there.” 

“So do I,” said Peter, feelingly. “I bet it would have tasted 
good. Will you take me with you some time?” 

“I’m sorry, Peter, but I can’t do that, for the queen receives only 
on the day on which she comes to the throne. After that, she is far 
too busy raising her family.” 
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“Q-o-o that’s funny. I shouldn’t care to be a queen if that’s 
all she does. Oh! dear! there’s Mother calling me. Now I s’pose 
I'll have to go.” 

“Well, I will say good-by to you, Peter. We've had some good 
times together, haven’t we? You have met several of the little crea- 
tures, and I hope you will get to know many more. Don’t ever be 
afraid of them, for none of them would think of harming you. Of 
course, you must do your part by being very gentle with them.” 

“Good-by, Puck. I'll remember what you say. I certainly 


have enjoyed meeting Sirupina and all the other little people of the 
woods.” 


“O Peter!” 
“Yes, Mother, I’m coming.” 
And off he ran to the house where his mother was waiting for him. 
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THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


[Boosters who wish to help other Boosters, can do so by saying this 
prayer for them. ] 


God is my help in every need; 
God does my every hunger feed; 

God walks beside me, guides my way 
Through every moment of the day. 


I now am wise, I now am true, 
Patient, kind, and loving, too. 
All things I am, can do, and be, 
Through Christ, the Truth, that is in me. 


God is my health, I can't be sick; 
God is my strength, unfailing, quick ; 

God is my All, I know no fear, 

Since God and Love and Truth are here. 
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Chapter 3 
PRUDENCE GOES INTO THE GARDEN 


The next day, the three children met as usual in the meadow, 
after school hours, for this was a favorite playground of theirs. 

“Come, Prudence,” said Faith, “do come into the beautiful 
garden.” 
I'll think about answered Prudence, rather impa- 
tently. 

“Oh! don’t think about it,” said Patience, “but begin to hunt 
for your gate. We will help you—Faith and I both will.” 

“Yes,” said Faith, “it won’t take long to find it, and then we'll 
help you look for your key.” 

“T don’t know,” said Prudence, “whether I want to go into that 
garden or not. I might see an ugly old snake or a lizard, or something 


“Why, snakes are not really ugly,” said Patience, “and besides 
they have a purpose, or else God would not let them stay with us; and 
lizards are so cunning. Just try singing or whistling, and see how one 
or two will run out on a log to listen, and close their little eyes and blink 
as if they loved it. I've tried it lots of times, and it is great fun. Won't 
you look for your gate, now?” . 

““Why do you want me to look for a gate? Besides, I don’t see 
any use of taking that trouble. Let me have your key, and I'll go 
through your gate.” 

“Oh! no; you cannot. I may not part with my key; every one 
has to go through his own gateway into the garden.” 

“The reason we want you to go,” said Faith, “is because you will 
learn such wonderful things, and it makes one so happy.” 

: “Well, I'll look,” said Prudence, “but you two girls please help 
me. 

“Why, of course, we'll help you—we are helping you now.” 

“Oh!” exclaimed Prudence looking up, “I believe I see a gate 
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right here, but it is covered with some sort of thorny vine. I don’t want 
to get stuck.” 

““Why, you can’t possibly get stuck, if you find your key,” said 
Faith. “The key will let you in easily.” 

Hearing these words, Prudence took courage and commenced 
looking in the long grass. Soon she cried out, 

“Why! I’ve found something lying right here at my feet, but 
I don’t think it can be a key; it seems to be like a penknife, only it is 
one little sharp blade. Ough! I might cut my fingers.” 

“Oh! no; you won’t cut your fingers,” said Faith. 

**Just be careful,” said Patience. “Don’t use it carelessly. Do 
you know, Prudence, you have found the key?” 

_ “No; I don’t know,” said Prudence crossly. ‘‘How can this 
be the key; it is nothing like one.” : 

“*The way to know if it is the key, is to try it,” answered Patience. 

““Why, can’t you see,” added Faith, “‘it is meant to cut away the 
thorny vines that keep your gate from opening for you.” 

“Oh! yes, I see,” said Prudence smiling, “and I will try my 
key.” 

With these words, Prudence cast away all her fears, and going 
to the little gate, commenced cutting away the sharp thorny vine that 
closed it. 

She was now able to push the gate open and to step inside. Once 
inside, Prudence was so pleased at the beauty of the place that she 
stood still to look about her. 

As she stood there, an old white-haired man came to her side 
and spoke gently, saying: 

“Well, my little friend, it was hard work for you, but you suc- 
ceeded, because you tried to find your gate and because you bravely 
used your key. Have no fear; the key will not hurt you; wear it about 
your neck and never part with it, for it will always be of use to you. 
Now I will direct your steps, if you will keep on the path. To your 
right, past these tall trees, you will come to a bed of small flowers; 
stop and ask them for your lesson.” 

“For my lesson—what does that mean>?’’ asked Prudence won- 
deringly. 

“Go on, my child; do not question, but trust and know that if you 
will go on and do as you have been told, you will then know the mean- 
ing of my words.” 

Prudence looked upon the ground, and then turned down the 
pathway pointed out to her. Soon she noticed a delicate perfume all 
about her, and looking down at her feet, she spied a bed of fragrant 
mignonette. 
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“Oh! how deliciously sweet!” exclaimed Prudence. 
“So you like our perfume?” whispered the mignonette. “Well, 
little girl, we are the kind, fragrant thoughts which you have planted.” 

“T don’t remember planting any mignonette.” 

““No; perhaps not, but listen, and you shall hear how you planted 
us and made us grow. Not very long ago, your two brothers were 
playing ball in the field near your house. While running for the ball, 
Johnny fell and cut his face on a rock. You were looking from the 
window, and ran downstairs quickly and out of doors, to where the 
two boys were. You led Johnny into the house, got a basin of warm 
water and helped him bathe his forehead. Now Johnny was feeling 
very bad, and scolded at you all the time you were trying to help him. 
Harry stood by and kept saying many little annoying, teasing things 
to you. Instead of answering back, you kept still and continued to 
help, and at the same time were thinking kindly of both boys, instead 
of feeling cross with them. ‘I hope it does not hurt you now,’ was 
one of your thoughts; and when Harry called you an awkward girl, 
you only thought, “Oh! it’s fun for him. I don’t mind if he teases.’ 
Kindly thoughts, such as these, planted seed for mignonette to grow.” 

Now Prudence was pleased to have the mignonette talk with her, 
so she thanked it, and turning to follow the pathway, she saw at her 
feet a little fairylike creature, dressed all in green and white. Prudence 
thought, “Surely this is a fairy,” but on looking closer, she saw it was 
a small white violet peeping up through the grass. 

“‘Aren’t you out of your place?” asked Prudence. 

“Oh! no, indeed; I am growing here for a purpose. Can't you 
guess why I am here, and why I came?” 

““No; I don’t think I can,”’ answered Prudence. 

“Well, listen,” said the violet; “I suppose in the first place you 
think I should grow in a violet bed, in an orderly manner, with the 
other violets. Well, it happens I’m not needed there. I am not missed 
for growing here, and I am very much needed right where I am. Now 
you are thinking me lonely, away from my brothers and sisters, but I 
am not lonely, for I am too busy to be lonely. 

“You need not smile, for I have much work to do and am busy 
with it every moment. I grow in this long grass to rest the eyes, and 
comfort those who pass. I smile and nod my head to those who come 
this way, and give them my silent message, which is a sweet one. This 
is my work, and I do my work obediently, for God has given me the 
work. I work alone, away from the other violets. You may perhaps 
ask how it was I grew here. I will tell you: 

“Once a little girl hunted diligently in the long grass for a key. 
She put by her pride to do this, and showed a meek spirit. Such 
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children the angels love, for they try to do the right. Need I say she 
found the key? You know, Prudence, that the key was found. Keep 
your key, Prudence, never part with it; wear it about your neck, for it 
is the key to your heaven—the heavenly garden of true thoughts. 
And now, little one, return to your home, and think often of the won- 
derful of thought.” 

(To be continued) 


JOYS 


GOD'S GIFT OF THE PLANTS 


And the earth brought forth grass, herbs yielding seed after their kind, and 
trees bearing fruit, wherein is the seed thereof, after their kind: and God saw 
that it was good 


When the baby plant first peeps its little head above the earth, it 
has roots, stems, leaves, and all the organs that the oldest plant has. 

Everything that comes into the world, comes with some special 
work to do. The work of the plants is to take out of the air and the 
earth that which animals cannot use, and to change it to something 
which animals can use. For instance, plants use for food the carbonic 
acid gas, which animals cannot use, and the plants change the carbonic 
acid gas into food which the animals can use. 

All food is made by plants. Thoughtless people regard the plants 
as things which simply come out of the ground, grow, blossom, and 
bear fruit, losing leaves in the autumn and putting them on again in 
the spring. 

The life of a plant is almost like the life of an animal, with this 
one exception: The plant is rooted to a single spot in the earth, while 
the animal, almost always, is free to walk and to move about upon the 


earth. 
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Children sometimes ask: Why do the birds build high in the 
trees? Why do the squirrels gather nuts in the autumn? Why do 
the butterfly mothers lay their eggs on the cabbage plants? You might 
just as well ask: Why do the pansy blossoms grow larger and more 
beautiful when they are gathered each day? Or, why do the clovers 
store their honey away down deep in their blossoms? ‘The pansy 
and the clover have just as much reason for all that they do, as have 
the squirrels or birds. 

One morning, Billie Brighteyes went out to his garden and found 
that his baby beans were just beginning to show their heads. He stuck 
a nice, straight pole near each one, and as soon as the plants were an 
inch or so high, each started for the nearest pole. They grew per- 
fectly straight until they reached the pole, and then they commenced 
to twine. 

Billie planted some beans in the house. E.ach plant spread its 
leaves toward the window. Billie turned the plants around, but they 
turned back again toward the light. Billie said, “I'll fool you yet, 
little plant.” He planted some beans in a flower pot, which he placed 
upside down, so that the soil was up, and the air down. In a few 
days, he found the 
stem growing up into 
the darkness and the 
roots coming down 
into the air, showing 
that the plant knows 
up from down. 

The same wisdom 
that thinks in our own 
brains, thinks in the 
little plant. Little 
Grace, in “Wee Wis- 
dom’s Way,” calls 
this wisdom, “‘the little 
know.” 

Luther Burbank 
has found out about 
“the little know” in 
seeds and plants. He 
calls it “the life 
force,” and he says, ~ — 

“The life force and A Cactus P. lant. 
the law of growth are the same in plant and man.” Burbank can 
even talk to his plants, and they answer him. One day he planted 
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some cactus plants in his garden. He told “the little know” in the 
plants that they were living among friends; that there was nothing to be 
afraid of; that nothing would harm them in any way, and that for 
these reasons they would have no use for any spines. In a short 
time, some of the plants began leaving off some of their spines, and 
the baby plants had fewer spines each year, so that now his cactus 
plants have no spines at all. 

Frdbel also speaks of “‘the little know” as the life force. He 
says: “Ihe seed of every plant has in it the form of its individual, 
enveloped in a case, which is burst by the life force within. In like 
manner, the infant soul is a life force wrapped up in a case—the body.” 

The thousands of plants and the thousands of people are all 
made according to a great plan, and all grow according to a great 
law. There are as many different plants in the world as there are 
different people. In many ways, plants and people are alike. They 
know exactly what conditions of life are best suited to their needs. 

Some plants have a keen sense of touch; many plants climb; 

others set traps for insects. 

The strawberry, the sweet 

violet, and many others 

walk, and they also renew 

their youth. The ivy-leaved 

toadflax feels its way until 

it finds a suitable place to 

drop its seeds. The mimosa 

shrinks away from the human 

hand. Plants defend them- 

selves and their buds from 

animals. They keep their 

young wrapped up in thick 

overcoats, and prepare food 

in abundance for them. 

All of these things tell us 

: that there is an intelligence 
“Scme plants set traps for insects.” hidden within the plants, 

which we should know more about. 

If we make friends of the plants, we shall receive from them many 
sweet messages. 

Not long ago, a little girl asked the pansies why it was that they 
grew larger and more beautiful when she gathered them each morning. 
The pansies told her that it was to show the people that they get by 
giving—giving not only things, but love and kindness and smiles. 
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One day, a lady was resting in her grape arbor; everything was 
quiet and still there, and as she looked long and thoughtfully at the 
heautiful, dark purple clusters nestled among the green leaves, the 
vine seemed to talk to her, and this is what it said: 

“I, the vine, am like the Father of all. The branches are like the 
people—all are a part of the one great whole, from which they draw 
life and health and strength and all that is good. My leaves, which 
always reach toward the light, are. like the thoughts of the people. 
These luscious grapes are my fruit. Your acts are your fruit. My 
fruit first began as tiny buds, which were followed by blossoms. Later 
the green fruit was formed, and then after many days, the perfect, ripe 
fruit appeared.” 

“Now,” the lady said, “you have told me about many things; 
now tell me about the tendrils.” 

“*The tendril,” said the vine, “reaches out ahead and guides the 
branches into safe directions, holding fast to every good support, in 
order to strengthen and to uphold it. This is like your intuition, which 
is the still, small voice within you, and which, every moment, points 
vour way into the shining path of God’s love and truth.” 


Dear Lord, each day and 
night we would 

Be thankful to thee for the 
good. 
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AVA AND GOD'S BAT 
FLORENCE E.. HAwson 


Little Ava Danley lay in her small white bed, looking through 
the open door of her room, out into the sky, where the stars beamed 
and twinkled tenderly on her. Ava loved to do this, for at night she 


felt that God was very near. 


“A bat noisily flew in and circled wildly about the room.” 


Suddenly the beautiful stillness was broken. A bat noisily flew 
in and circled wildly around the room, beating its body against the 
walls and the ceiling, as bats do when they find themselves imprisoned. 

Ava was only nine years old, and the terror which used to torture 
her before she came into a knowledge of Truth, swept over her. She 
had horrible visions of the bat falling on her, and in its fear, tearing 
and gnawing her face. She covered her head with the bedclothes, and 
shuddered and quivered in agony, too frightened even to call her 
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parents. Through the bedding she still could hear the bat bruising its 
body against the walls and the ceiling, in its vain efforts to escape. 
Then Ava remembered Truth, and oh! such a flood of peace 
and love and joy and trust filled her whole being. She uncovered her 
face, fearlessly, recognizing in the bat an animal brother, who was 
suffering the same distress which she had just suffered, but without the 


““God had guided his creature to safety.” 


knowledge which had saved her. She felt that she must help the bat. 
So she trustingly turned to that unseen, but very real Presence, which 
infolded and protected her, and prayed. 

“Dear God,” she said, “‘this is your bat; please lead it out, where 
it will be free and happy.” 

Then she lay still, with absolute confidence that the Father’s will 
would be done. For a few moments, the bat continued to circle around, 
striking the imprisoning walls at intervals. Then it dropped down to 
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the floor; soon after, Ava heard it hurrying up the curtain, and then 
out through the open window into the quiet night. 

God had guided his creature to safety, and with a thankful, 
grateful heart, Ava fell into a dreamless sleep. 


**Ava fell into a dreamless sleep.” 


TOMMIE WISDOM 
Mary R. ELLIs 


Little Tommie Wisdom 
Is happy all the day; 
Always answers promptly 
_ When he is called at play; 
Always says, “Yes, Mamma,” 
When he is told to do 
Some good turn of kindness, 
Or a job or two. 


Always bright and smiling, 
A pleasant little boy; 

All his playmates love him; 
He is always giving joy 

To every one around him, 
All the livelong day. 

He’s the kind of boy you'd like 
To ask you out to play. 
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Beneath a tree some fairies stood, 
And planned to give a tea; 
They said they thought they really could, 


So now we ll read and see. 


O’er all the brown of earth they spread 
A cloth of brightest green, 
Each plate was just a misty web 


Of wondrous silver sheen. 


Each goblet wasa buttercup 
Of brightest golden hue, 


Which soon would be quite well filled up 
With sweet refreshing dew. 
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Beside a picket fence they found 
Some rows of pink sweet peas, 


And hovering there with buzzing sound 
A lot of busy bees, 


Who offered them a good supply 
Of honey from their store, 


And buzzing promised by and by 


To bring to them some more. 


So swiftly then the fairies flew 
About, and tried their best 
To think of all that they could do 


To please each fairy guest. 
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Each chair was just a daisy white, 
With yellow cushioned seat, 
Some pink tipped buds, the proper height, 


Were placed for fairy feet. 


At last their work they all surveyed 
And felt quite satished, 
So then each one herself arrayed, 


Before the guests arrived. 
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They came from near-by gardens fair, 
From tiny fairy bowers 
And hiding places everywhere, 


Around among the flowers. 


The hostess then with charming grace 


And smile of welcome true, 


Bowed each one to her rightful place, 


And took her own chair, too. 


The summer sunshine overhead, 
Sent sunbeams down to see 

The fairies round that dainty spread, 
That lovely fairy tea. 
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ROYAL, SECRETARY 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no 
evil. Price of pins, 25 cents each. 

Requirement for Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 917 Tracy ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports and Letters—All Booster letters and club reports must be in by the 
twenty-fifth of the second month preceding date of issue. 

If your Booster friends do not answer your letters, write again, or write to 
one who will answer. Please do not ask us to write for you. There are so many 
Boosters that we cannot write for you. 

When you send us a story or a poem for Wee Wisdom, please be sure to 
tell us whether you wrote it yourself, or whether you copied it. When you copy 
anything, give the author’s name, and tell from where you copied it. 

Peter Pan Cap—A Peter Pan cap is given each Booster who sends five 
subscriptions to Wee Wisdom. You do not have to send in all the names at one 
time; send them as you can, and when the fifth one is received, we will mail you 
a cap. 


Dear Wees—My brother gave me Wee Wisdom; | surely do like it fine. 
| enjoy it from start to finish; the stories are beautiful. Day by day, I am trying 
. ~ His holy will and follow in His footsteps—William D. Burnett, Bynum, 
IV. . 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have been getting you only two months, but I like 
you very much. I received you for a Christmas present. I like the Young 
Authors best.—A gatha Smith, Fort Gibson, Okla. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI enjoy reading you very much. like ‘Peter Pan,” 
Fai Pillows, Busy Sunbeams, and the letters—Jennie G. Nobles, Norfolk, 

a. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI certainly am glad to see that Wee Wisdom is 
growing. My brother and I spend glad hours reading over its beautiful pages. 
I cannot even tell which part of the magazine I love best, because there are many 
beautiful stories in it—Margaret Bracken, St. Catharines, Ont., Can. 

Dear Wees—I use “The Prayer of Faith” in everything, and it is much 
nicer than getting discouraged. I helped a Wee not long ago, and it made me 
feel good to help somebody.—Centella Esmueller, St. Louis, Mo. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—I like ‘‘Peter Pan,” “Aunt Joy’s Nature Talks,” 
and the Puzzle Page. I have learned ““The Prayer of Faith,”’ and I read all 
the stories. —Austin Bibler, Ponca City, Okla. 

Dearest Wee readers—I have had Wee Wisdom for quite a long time, 
and my faith in it has never been troubled. I think every child should have a 
magazine which he may read and think about. Last summer while I was in 
camp, I felt homesick, so I thought I’d try to send a thought to my mother at 
home. I did try, and I succeeded! Oh! Wees, isn’t it wonderful to think of 
what we can really do.—Ruth L. Tirman, Brooklyn, N. Y. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am glad to receive you every month. I like best 
the Magic Pillows, “Peter Pan,’ and the Busy Sunbeams.—/rene Stecker, 
New York City. 

Dear Wees—I have been getting Wee Wisdom for two years, and I like 
it very much. [I like the stories the best.—Olive Peacock, Chicago, Ill. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—My sister and I have lots of pleasure from you. | 
am going to try to get a Peter Pan cap. I like “Peter Pan’’ and the Magic 
Pillows, the best.—Helen Liverman, Denver, Colo. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy you very much, especially the Young 
Authors and the Busy Sunbeams. My wish is that all the Wees may see the 
interesting things in Hawaii and the Samoan Islands that we saw.—Dulcie 
Abbott, Los Angeles, Calif. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like all of you so well that I don’t know which 
best. I liked “‘Dorothy’s Christmas” very much. Here is a little 
verse I like: 


For the weariest day, 
May Christ be thy stay. 


For the darkest night, 
May Christ be thy light. 


—LaVerne M. Hoover, Edgerton, Ohio. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI read every bit of you. My friend reads you, too, 
and enjoys you very much.—Dorothy Durbin, Watertown 72, Mass. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like you very much. I like your stories and the 
sewing lessons.—Alice Pattee, Perry, lowa. 

Dear Wees—I am crippled, and three years ago my mother didn’t know 
how I was ever going to have an education. We prayed to God, and just as if 
he sent a messenger, one day a lady came to the door and said that the board of 
education was sending teachers around to teach the crippled children. She has 
been teaching me for three years. God answered our .prayers.—D. Allen 
Langerfeld, Woodhaven, L. I., N. Y. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am so glad when Wee Wisdom comes. My 
brothers like it, too. They like to have me read it to them. I like “‘Peter Pan” 
and the Puzzle Page, the best—Helen Swerdfeger, El Centro, Calif. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—l like you fine. I live out in the country where there 
are no churches or Sunday schools, so I enjoy the Bible Lessons. I am going 
to send you on to my cousin.—Kitty Christain, Prospect Valley, Alta., Can. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI think you are very nice. I have not read a more 
interesting book before. The stories interest me more than anything else.— 
Mary Leuthold, Cincinnati, Ohio. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI liked Wee Wisdom last year and I’m glad I’m 
going to have it again. The story, “The Promise Girl,” helped me in my 
studies.—Letha Brock, S. Pasadena, Calif. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—I like “‘Peter Pan” and ‘Aunt Joy’s Nature Talks,” 
the best. I feel sure that Wee Wisdom will make me a better boy.—Car/ 
Schultz, Bloomington, IIl. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Oh! I think you are a lovely book. I have learned 
from you how to have more faith in God. I like the beautiful stories, ‘‘Peter 
Pan,” and the Bible Lessons. I like to read you over and over.—Ollie V. Cox, 
Arkadelphia, Ark. 

Dear Wees—I am going to give my Wee Wisdoms to some little children 
who would like to have them. I love you Wees, and I love God. I'm glad 
Wee Wisdom is to be larger.—Alexia Ortiz, Greenville, Del. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I love you very much, and I love you more and more 
every day. My daddy reads you to me every night. I know the Lord’s Prayer 
and several Wee Wisdom poems by heart.—Geraldine Croes, Bardonia, N. Y. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Grandma gave you to me for my birthday. I like 
you very much.—Monetta Campfield, Racine, Minn. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been taking you three months, and I wouldn’t 
be without you. You said prayers for me, and even though I can’t walk yet, | 
am very happy.—Marguerite Warner, Detroit, Mich. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI am glad that I take Wee Wisdom, for I like all 
the pretty stories that are in it—Fern Stevens, Torrance, Calif. 

Dear Wees—I like Wee Wisdom very much. I like the letters and the 
sewing stories, the best. When Wee Wisdom comes, I read it from cover to cover. 
and then pass it on to some friend.—Florence Brooks, Spirit River, Alta., Can. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have tried to solve the Puzzle Page correctly. I 
love to solve the puzzles, and I can hardly wait until the next issue comes.— 
Jane Reisser, Germantown, Pa. 

Dear Wees—I think Wee Wisdom is nice; it has so many poems and 
stories of Truth. I like “‘Peter Pan,’’ Magic Pillows, and Blanche’s Corner 
best, but I like everything. I wish every boy and girl could have Wee Wisdom. 
Madelyn Revell, Denver, Colo. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou have been coming to me for six months, and | 
am trying to follow your advice in every way. I like “‘Peter Pan” and the Magic 
Pillows best, but I enjoy it all. I got my mother a Unity calendar.—Helen J. 
Briscoe, Superior, Wis. 

My Dear Wees—lI enjoy my magazine very much. [I think it is the most 
wonderful book; it has taught me many nice things. Each night, I pray for all 
the Wees who ask for help, and I hope they are helped. I think ““The Prayer 
of Faith”’ is nice.—Catherine Collins, Medford, Ore. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like to read Wee Wisdom. Auntie and I pray 
that I may do better in my arithmetic.—Evangeline Marble, Sturgis, Mich. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am printing my letter so that you can read it easily. 
The more I read Wee Wisdom, the better I love it; I can hardly wait for the 
next number each time. I like the letters, the Puzzle Page, and the stories best. 
—Bobbie Karsch, Farmington, Mo. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have taken you for three years; you are the best 
magazine I ever read. Three years ago my father was injured in a mine 
accident. We have prayed all the time that his health and eyesight return to him, 
and now his eyes are almost as good as they were before the accident.—Billy 
Fraesdorf, Oatman, Ariz. 

Dear Friends—I have received only two Wee Wisdoms, but already I like 
it very much. I have no brothers or sisters, and sometimes I used to be very 
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lonely, but since Wee Wisdom comes, I am not lonely.—Virginia Hovt, 
Huntley, Mont. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like you very much. I wish you came every week. 
My mother gets Unity Magazine; it has helped me very much. The story I like 
best in Wee Wisdom is ‘““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key.’”—Elizabeth 
Greaves, Middleboro, Mass. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI think you are dandy. I like the Magic Pillows 
and the Young Authors best, but I read all of you from cover to cover.— 
Lloyd Keyes, Mendon, Mich. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Although I have taken you for only two months, | 
don’t know what I would do without you. The stories are fine, and I like them 
all, but the ones I like best are, ‘““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key,” the 
Bible Lessons, and the Puzzle Page.—Alice Williams, Boston, Mass. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have taken you a year, and am glad to get you. 
I am in a club which has eight members. It is helping the Chinese to believe in 
God. I know that God will help us to succeed.—Anne T. McGuire, Win- 
chester, Va. 

Dear Wees and Boosters—Y esterday, when my Wee Wisdom came, | 
sat down and read it through, right away. I like the new story. One day some 
time ago, the girl next door saw Wee Wisdom lying on our table. She picked 
it up and looked through it. Then she became interested and read it all, and | 
gave her my old copies. Now she is a Booster herself. God certainly is helping 
me in my school work. I pray for the Boosters who ask help.—Georgiana 
Adams, Fairmont, Okla. 

Dear Unity—lI like the stories and poems which the Wees write. They 
are very pretty, and they help me in school. The stories I like best in Wee 
Wisdom are, Magic Pillows, “Peter Pan,”” and Blanche’s Corner.—Melba 
Dougherty, Los Angeles, Calif. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like you very much. I read you through and 
through. I like “‘Peter Pan’ the best. I was ill, but I said ““The Prayer of 
Faith,” and I was well in a little time.—Mildred Thornton, Willoughby, Ohio. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like you very much. I like ““The Garden, the 
Gate, and the Key,” “Billy, Bobby, and Bubble,” and “Peter Pan.” I am 
going to read the story, ““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key,” at school 
tomorrow.—Charles Nelson, Chicago, Til. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like “Billy, Bobby, and Bubble,” “To the First 
Robin of Spring,” and ‘“The Sweetest Book,”’ the best. My sister is making me 
the school bag from the sewing lesson.—Rose Pizzera, Park Ridge, N. J. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like you very much. It seems that you ought to 
8 every week. My sister likes to read you, too.—Ruth E. Hanford, Boise, 

aho. 

Dear Wees—I love the ‘‘Peter Pan’’ stories. I love the poetry and pic- 
tures and all the other stories, too. I used not to like Wee Wisdom very well, 
but now I love it very much. I am going to take all my books to my cousin this 
spring.—Evelyn Scott, Kingston, N. C. 

Dear Royal—lI just love Wee Wisdom, and I hope all its readers do. 
It has a little of everything. At first I thought I did not like it, but now I love 
it. I think it is a godsend to all children who are fortunate enough to get it.— 
Irma Sterneman, Hilo, Hawaii. 

: My dear Wee Wisdom—tThe stories I like best are, ““The Garden, the 
Gate, and the Key,” “What the Two-by-four Found Out,” and the Bible 
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Lessons. I love you dearly—every part of you. I say ““The Prayer of Faith,” 
and get better right away.— Ruth L. Becker, Glendale, Calif. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like the Puzzle Page, “Peter Pan,” and the poems. 
Here is a poem called, ““How to Work”: 

Work with a will, 
Work with your might, 
Things done by halves 
Are never done right. 
—Newman Mallett, Seattle, Wash. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like you very much. Daddy reads from you to 
my brother and me, almost every night after I get my school lessons. [ like all 
of the stories.—Mignon Kimbell, Birmingham, Ala. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I love you very much. I have taken you for four 
years. I like to read all of your stories, but I like the letters the best. Mother 
and I read all that tells of God’s wisdom and goodness, and it helps us every 
day.—Leah Phinney, Carmen, Okla. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI am saving up my money in a Unity bank. I love 
the Bible Lessons, “‘Peter Pan,” Magic Pillows, and the verses in Wee Wisdom. 
I want to scatter Wee Wisdom around to others, because it surely has helped 
me in school and in my work at home.—Marjorie Jordan, San Antonio, Tex. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am very fond of Wee Wisdom’s stories and poems, 
and the Wees’ letters. I have quite a few books, so I have a library. The most 
popular book in it is Wee Wisdom. I lend the books in my library to children 
who do not have the books themselves. A girl friend who is ill, read my Wee 
Wisdoms, and she said that they made her feel good.—Venuta Crooke, Los 
Altos, Calif. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—My uncle is very sick, and I have changed ‘““The 
Prayer of Faith’’ to say to others, and I say it to him. Wherever it says ‘‘me,”’ 
I have changed it to “you,” like this, ‘““God is your help in every need.” — 
Edward Donahue, Detroit, Mich. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—About a year ago, my aunt in California sent me 
Wee Wisdom. I like “‘Peter Pan’’ and the Puzzle Page best. Oh! I like all 
of you. Each month I enjoy you more.—Z/rene DeCoux, Seattle, Wash. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have been taking you a year, and | love you very 
much. I love the Magic Pillows, ““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key,” and 
the verses, the best—Howard Haase, Morgantown, Ind. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy you very much. My grandma sends you to 
me, so that I'll be a better boy by reading you. When I have finished with you, 
I send you to my cousin. At first, he thought that he was too big to read you, 
but now he loves you as much as I do.—Erwin Aldrich, Manuelito, N. M. 

My dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy you more than words can tell. This 
morning our teacher gave us an arithmetic test which we were not prepared for, 
and I had some difficulty in getting the problems. When I found that I could 
not get them right away, I said my “Prayer of Faith,”’ and the answers came to 
me instantly. Here is a little poem I wrote about my kitty: 


I have a little kitty, 
White as the snow; 
It is he who guards our home, 


When off to bed we go. 
—Elrae V. Baldon, Knoxville, T enn. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—I am always happy when you come, and | can read 
much of you myself. I love all of you. I have learned “The Prayer of 
Faith,” and I say it every morning before I go to school. It has helped me to 
be promoted to the fifth room, and I have been in school only one year. I am 
thankful to God.—Eunice D’ Amour, St. Louis, Mo. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI love to read your stories over and over. I like to 
read “‘Peter Pan,” Young Authors, and the letters. I let the girls at school read 
my Wee Wisdom. My teacher let me read the story, “Peter Pan Visits the 
Navajo Indians,”’ to the class Marguerite Offutt, Keyser, W. Va. 


NEW MEMBERS OF THE BOOSTER CLUB: 

Helen Day, W. Stockbridge, Mass.; Clara H. Cooper, Rivera, 
Calif.; Madeline Trott, Oak Harbor, Wash.; Susan M. Coykendall, 
San Antonio, Texas; Judith McGuire, Winchester, Va.; Teddie C. 
Whitacre, Carbondale, Ill.; Melba E. Roat, Seattle, Wash.; Doris 
Werner, Los Angeles, Calif.; Georgette Hudson, Selma, Ala.; Marion 
M. and Frank Hilpert, Chicago, IIl.; Carolyn Hall, Rochester, N. Y.; 
Lois Lowe, Santa Barbara, Calif; Elizabeth Mayo, Hyer, N. M.; Vir- 
ginia Goss, Lucketts, Va.; Lois Greenleaf, Mound City, Kans.; Evelyn 
Corwith, Southampton, N. Y.; Frances Lucas, Pt. Grey, Vancouver, 
B. C.; Mary McVeigh, Springfield, Mass.; Irma Sterneman, Hilo, 
Hawaii; Elizabeth Greaves, Middleboro, Mass.; William Samuelson, 
Ossaquah, Wash.; Charlotte and Sarah McChesney, Philadelphia, Pa.; 
Anna Stewart, Philadelphia, Pa. 


WEES WHO ASK THE PRAYERS OF OTHER WEES: 

Gladys Talbott, health and school work; Susan M. Coykendall, 
health for mother; Helen Day, health; Eloise I. Phelps and brother, school 
work; Bernice Foster, school work; Norman Warren, illumination, and 
spelling and writing; Edward Donahue, health for uncle; Bert Parker, 
illumination; Bobbie Karsch, health for mother and brother; George 
Noble, illumination; Melba Dougherty, freedom; Georgiana Adams, suc- 
cess; Vivian Joseph, health. 


WEES WHO WANT TO CORRESPOND WITH OTHER WEES: 

Susan M. Coykendall, 1518 Nolan st., San Antonio, Tex.; Clark 
Brooks, Spirit River, Alta., Can.; Gladys Talbott, 532 Twelfth st., 
Denver, Colo.; Leah Phinney, RFD route 4, Carmen, Okla.; Venuta 
Crooke, box 574, Los Altos, Calif.; Dorothy Brown, 349 W. Sixth st., 
N., Salt Lake City, Utah; Charlotte Mateson, 3828 Humphrey st., St. 
Louis, Mo.; Pearl Hart, 105 Second ave., Joliet, Ill.; Marguerite Offutt, 
Keyser, W. Va.; Frances Lucas, 2047 Thirty-fifth ave., Pt. Grey, Van- 
couver, B. C., Can.; Virginia Goss, Lucketts, Va.; Elizabeth Mayo, 
Hyer, N. M.; Lois Lowe, Santa Barbara, Calif.; Catherine and Irene 
Murray, Wolf Creek, Ky.; Mary McVeigh, 56 Dartmouth st., Springfield, 
Mass.; Alice Williams, 23 Walpole st., Boston, Mass. 
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GOD'S LOVE 


GWEN SALTMARSH 
Victoria, B. C. 


God made the flowers, the sunbeams, and the bee, 

He made us children, each tiny little Wee. 

He watches o’er and feeds us, and keeps us in his care; 
He gives us joy and happiness and each his love to share. 


JEAN'S CHRISTMAS PRESENT 


AKERS (13 years) 
Pendleton, Ore. 


““What did you get for Christmas, Jean?” called one of the girls 
as a pretty little dark-haired girl approached the schoolhouse. It was 
the first day of school after the vacation, and happy groups of girls 
were naming over the many gifts they had received. 

Mabel, the girl who was speaking to Jeannette, was not of the 
sweetest disposition imaginable. Her father was a cripple, so it was 
necessary for her mother to work away from home in order to support 
the family. 

“Quite a few things. What did you get?” Jean replied to 
Mabel’s question. 

“Oh! I had quite a nice Christmas.” 

“Well, what did you get that you really liked the most, Jean?” 
asked one of the other girls. 

“Oh! I liked best the present Aunt May sent me—a year’s sub- 
scription to Wee Wisdom,” said Jean with a happy smile. 

““Why, I never heard of that magazine before; what is it?”’ asked 
Mabel. 

“It’s hard to explain just what kind it is, but it is the dearest little 
magazine that was ever published, I know. I’ve got an idea: Suppose 
we all meet at my house, every Saturday afternoon, to read and study 
it together.” 
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“Yes, let’s do!”” they all exclaimed except Mabel. 

“You know I can’t,” said Mabel. “I must work on Saturdays. 
But you might bring a copy to school, and I could look it over,” she 
added, her curiosity growing. 

“T’ll be glad to do that,” replied Jean. “I’m sure Mother will 
not care.” 

That noon when Jean ran home for lunch, she told her mother 
what they had planned to do. 

“Why, certainly you may take a copy to Mabel. Why not take 
her “The Prayer of Faith,’ too?” said her mother. 

Jean could hardly wait until time to go back to school, to carry 
out her plan. When she got there, she ran up to Mabel, talking so 
excitedly that Mabel could hardly understand. Jean was disap- 
pointed in her listener, for Mabel just laughed in a disinterested way, 
and said: 

“You must believe in prayers. I don’t, but I'll take it and glance 
over it. Now, let’s see the little magazine.” Jean handed it to her. 

“Why, this magazine is just—Oh! no, it isn’t either; here’s— 
why, here’s a puzzle page. I'll take it now, for I just love to work out 
puzzles.” 

““But you must read the rest of it, too, Mabel. It has such inter- 
esting little stories, and letters from all over the world. Just think! 
I know you will read it all, if you just get started,” said Jean. 

“Well, maybe I will,” answered Mabel, rather doubtfully. 


One beautiful spring day, Mabel came to school with her face 
beaming with joy. Taking Jean to one side, she said, 

“Oh! Jean, you can’t imagine how happy I am. Father wrote 
to Unity to be healed, and now he feels so well that in a few days he 
will go to work. He says that Unity teaching is just what he has been 
looking for, but didn’t know where to find it. I’ve subscribed for 
Wee Wisdom, and I can meet with you girls, because Mother won’t 
have to work any more. We never can be thankful enough that you 
loaned me that copy of Wee Wisdom, for it has driven every shadow 
from our home.” 


AN ADVENTURE 
MARGUERITE OVEREND (11 years) 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 


A small boy was to go with his Uncle Bob on an exploring trip 
in the South American jungles. They took the trip up the Amazon 
river by small boat. After several days’ traveling, they were in dense 
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jungles. ‘They anchored and built a hut with twigs and grass, and 
spent the night there. About midnight, they heard a low growling. 
Uncle Bob, who was an experienced traveler, knew that it was the 
cry of some wild animal hunting for prey. The boy knew that the 
best thing to do in order to be protected, was to trust God. He did, 
and he was not frightened and the animal did not come near. 


DOWN BY THE SEA 


FRANK BoWER 
N. Portland, Ore. 


I went down by the sea today, 
To hear the sea sing; 
I saw the waves play, 


And the birds on airy wing. 


MORNING PRAYER 
JEAN FUEHRER 
1709 Himrod st., Brooklyn, N. Y. 
Father, guide me through the day, 
In my work and in my play; 
When I’ve done the daily task, 
Again thy blessing I shall ask. 


WINTER 


Selected by ERNEST MarTENS (12 years) 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 
When snow cloaks the land, 
And ice locks the river, 
And pine boughs creak, 
And folks quake and shiver, 


Oh! that is the time 
That boys like so well. 

Of snowballs and skates 

And snowmen they tell. 


With bonfires, sleigh rides, 
And huts built of snow, 
There’s fun all the winter, 
Blow high or blow low. 
—Litile Hero Stories. 


Sometimes my uncle takes me 
Out to the city zoo, 
Where in their pens we see the apes, 


The deer, and kangaroo. 


And animals, which all shut in, 
Go walking round and round; 
An elephant which to the wall 


By heavy chain is bound. 


A songbird living in a cage, 
Whose home should be a tree. 

I think that all these prisoners 
Would like to be set free. 
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An eagle drooping in a house, 
When he would like to fy— 
I feel so sorry for them all, 


I nearly want to cry. 


I'll be the keeper of the zoo, 


When I grow up, and then 
I'll take each creature to its home 


And turn it loose again. 
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TALKING 


OCTAVIA 


But sometimes. when I want to speak. 
X ‘They say I talk too much! 


‘ te coax our polly bird to talk. 
if With crackers, fruit, and such: 
\ 
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While sitting in my studio, one day, thinking about Wee Wis- 
dom’s big family, which is scattered all over the world, I wondered 
how many of us were planning on having gardens, and raising flowers 
this summer. 

Well do I know how fond of flowers my mother has always been, 
and one of her chief delights has always been the flower boxes which 
adorn her front porch. I cannot help believing that all of our mothers 
enjoy having flower boxes on their porches, and so I have worked 
out a style of flower box that any of us will find easy to make. One 
of the particularly nice things about this box is that it may be finished 
in a number of different ways, and yet the same pattern may be fol- 
lowed in constructing the box. The original model was made from 
the ends of one of the boxes in which Sunkist oranges are shipped, 
and because these may be obtained from nearly any grocery store, the 


dimensions given are for material of this width, which is five eighths 
of an inch thick. 


€ 3". 6" 6° 


The base is eight inches square, and has nine quarter inch holes 
bored in it for any surplus water to drain through. Before the box is 
filled with dirt, it would be well to put a layer of small stones in the 
bottom. These will help to keep the box well drained. Plants need 
a certain amount of moisture, and should be watered frequently, but 
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the plants which we are likely to put into our plant boxes should not 
have too much. 

Two of the sides are six inches high, and eight inches long. The 
other two sides which overlap these should be six inches high, and nine 
and one fourth inches long. It would be well to measure the total 
width of the base, and the two side pieces before cutting the last two 
side pieces, as there may be some variation in the width of the boards 
used in making ordinary packing boxes. The plant box may be made 
of material of a different width, by varying the length of the last two 
side pieces, as has been shown in some of our other models. After 
the box has been nailed together, narrow strips of tin should be nailed 
over tthe upper corners to keep the box from warping and pulling 
apart. This tin may be cut from ordinary tin cans, with a pair of tin- 
ners’ shears. 

The box may now be painted or stained a shade of green or 
brown, which will blend well with most plants. 

The box may be used as it is, or it may be finished in rustic style 
by nailing small sticks with the bark on over the entire surface, in the 
manner in which our bird house, which we made last month, was 
finished. Or it may be covered with strips of bark taken from an old 


dead tree or carefully stripped from pieces of stove wood. Two of 
— boxes rightly placed on the porch give an especially pleasing 
effect. 

If a hanging box is wanted, large screw eyes may be fastened 
to each corner, and the box hung from the ceiling by chains, wire, or 
small ropes, according to the material at hand. 

Many practical lessons may be learned by caring for a smal! 
plant box of this kind, and comparing the growth of the plants to our 
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own lives. Who does not love to watch tiny plants peep up through the 
dirt, knowing not what their fate may be, and yet filled with faith that 
they will become full grown plants, and help to do their work in the 
world? 

For after all, are not the plants very much like our own thoughts 
which start first as little seed thoughts in the imagination, and grow 
and grow until they become the full grown thoughts which govern 
our lives. 

Jesus once said, in speaking of people, “By their fruits ye shall 
know them.” He might well have been thinking of our thoughts also, 
because we know that when we plant beautiful thoughts in our minds, 
beautiful results always follow. 

After taking all of the pains necessary in making such a fine 
plant box, we would not like to have any one to plant weed seeds in 
it, would we? And since God has given us wonderful bodies which 
are really gardens for beautiful ideas to grow and express in, we must 
do our part, and not allow the weed thoughts to get even a little start. 

This is only one of the little secrets which our plant boxes have 
to reveal to us. Each one of us may learn many other valuable secrets, 
during the summer months. 


A SUNNY SONNY-SON 
Oscar H. RoESNER 


Said little Tommy Smile to me: 
“My mother is such fun! 

On sunny days she likes to joke 

And call me Sonny-Son. 


“*And when the days with clouds are dark, 

» She says her house is bright, 
Because she has her Sunny-Son, 

Though there’s no sun in sight. 


““No matter if it’s dark or clear, 
I worthy try to be, 
Of Sonny-Son or Sunny-Son, 


Fun names she gives to me.” 
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BUSY SUNBEAM 
FRANCEs W. FouLKs 


This month we are going to learn to make filet crochet, during 
the rainy hours when we cannot be out-of-doors working in the flower 
garden, or tramping in the country, looking for our favorite wild 
flowers and ferns. ‘The little flowers that are now showing their 
beautiful faces for the first time, are learning lots of things, too. They 
are learning all about the rain and the sunshine, and about their 
neighbors, and the joyful Wees, who never pick them just to throw 
away, but who may pick them in order to make some one glad because 
of their presence. Just because this is true, I am going to make tiny 
flowers in the lace which we are going to learn to make. 

I know you have all seen filet lace. I presume there is some, 
right now, on Mother’s blouse or dress. Suppose you ask Mother. 
You will always know filet lace when you see it, because it is in little 
squares like our designs. Most of the filet lace which is sold in the 
stores is machine-made. Other filet is handmade, and has had the 
little squares made first, then the design worked on the open squares, 
or meshes, as they are sometimes called. 

The filet lace which we are going to learn to make, is crocheted. 
The little open squares are called spaces, because they haven’t any- 
thing in them, except just space. The filled in or solid squares are 
called blocks. In telling you how to make this lace, I am going to use 
sp for the word space, and bl for the word block, so it will not take so 
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much time, or room on the page, as the whole word. Remember that 
sp is for space, bl for block, and ch for chain. 

Get your crochet hook and cotton. Size thirty cotton will be 
good to practice with, and when you learn the little patterns, you can 
use just as fine cotton as you want. We will start with the insertion, 
which you will see marked diagram no. |. 

First row: First make 23 ch, then make a double crochet (which 
we will write dc), in the ninth ch from the hook. Do you remember 
how we made the d c in the 
last lesson? ‘Throw the cot- 
ton over the hook, put the 
hook into that ninth ch, take 
up the-cotton and pull it 
through, making another 
loop on the hook. Then 
draw the cotton through two 
of the loops, throw the cotton 
over again, and draw it 
through the other two loops 
Disgum 2 on the hook. That is ad 

c. This little square which 
you have just made is what we call a sp. Make 2 ch, skip two of the 
ch below, and make another d c in the next ch. This makes a second 
sp. Make four more of these sp in the same way, on the balance of 
the ch. Ch 5, turn the work around. 

Second row: Make a dc on the next to the last d c of the first 
row. This makes the first sp of the row. Then make another sp on 

the next sp. Now we will make a bl. To 

T do this, make 2 d c under the next 2 ch and | 

= 4 dconthe nextdc. Then make another bl 

a just like this one, and 2 sp on the next 2 sp. 

Are you watching your diagram? After 

i a while you can make lace right from these 


diagrams without any printed instructions 


_] to bother with, but while you are learning, | 
ae = am telling you each step. Now we will 
make 5 ch, and turn the work around again 
Dj to start the third row. 
iagram 3 


Third row: This row has one sp first, 
just like you started the second row. Then make 4 bl, | sp on the last 
sp, and this row is finished. That was easy, was it not? Ch 5, turn. 

Fourth row: | sp, 2 bl, | sp, 1 bl, | sp. I wonder how many 
Wees did that row without any trouble? If you did, the rest is easy. 
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Fifth row: 2 sp, 2 bl, 2 sp, ch 5, turn. Now we are going right 
ahead like grown-ups, aren’t we? 

Sixth row: This row is just 6 sp like the very first row, making 
5 ch at the end and turning. 

Seventh row: | sp, | bl, 2 sp, 1 bl, 1 sp, ch 5, turn. 

Eighth row: 6 sp, ch 5, turn. 

Now we start all over with the second row, and make another 
little flower, like the one we have just finished. Keep repeating like 
this until the lace is as long as needed. Now we will learn to make the 
edge, which goes with it. 

To make the edge, see diagram no. 2. 

First row: ‘This time we will make 18 ch to start, then | dc 
in the ninth ch from the hook. This makes the first space. Make 
three more sp on the ch. Ch 7, turn. 

Second row: Make | dc on the very last dc that you made, 
to make an extra sp. On the next 2 sp, make 2 bl, then 2 sp on the last 
2 sp, ch 5, turn. 

Third row: 1 sp on the first sp, then | bl on the next sp, 2 bl 
on 2 bl, and | bl on the last sp. 

Now we are going to make a long stitch called a triple crochet, 
and we will write it tr cr. Throw your cotton over your hook twice, 
put your hook right in the same place in which you made the last d c, 
and pull a little loop of the cotton through. Now you have four loops 
on the hook. Throw the cotton over the hook, pull it through two loops, 
throw it over again, and pull in through two more loops, then throw it 
over another time, and pull it through the last two loops on the hook. 
Triple means three, doesn’t it> And you have crocheted off two of 
those loops three times, which gives this stitch its name. This makes 
the last sp on the row. See if I’m right. Now make 5 ch and turn. 

Fourth row: Make | sp on this last sp you made, then 2 bl, | 
sp, | bl, | sp, ch 5, turn. 

Fifth row: 2 sp, 2 bl. To make the last sp, make | tr cr like 
you did at the end of the third row, catching the hook through the last 
dc of the 2 bl. See if you can find the place on the diagram. Yes, 
that’s right, the last d c before the last sp. Now ch 5, turn. 

Sixth row: This row is just 4 sp, ch 5, turn. 

Seventh row: 1| sp, | bl, Isp, | bl, ch 5, turn. 

Eighth row: This is another row of 4 sp, ch 5, turn. This row 
begins a new scallop like the first row you made. At the end of the 
next row, look at your diagram, make one of those long stitches, a ti 
cr, and then make 7 ch and a dc in the top of the tr cr to make that 
first sp of the following row. 

I know you all have learned to make this pretty insertion with the 
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edge to match, and that you will find many uses for them. Just because 
I believe you have learned to make this so quickly and so well, I’ve 
drawn you a little medallion to match, and I want you to work this out 
all by yourself. I will tell you just this much: When you want to 
know how many chains to make, count the spaces and multiply by 
three, then add the five more which you need for turning. 

Let’s see. This has twelve spaces; multiplying by three makes 
thirty-six, and adding five makes forty-one chains. You can use some 
of these medallions in the ends of towels, in Dolly Dear’s carriage robe, 
or in your own dress. Maybe you'll like to make these out of pink or 
blue crochet cotton. 

I know I would be very proud of all the nice work which the 
Wees have made if I could see it! But Mother can see it; she will 
know how well it is done, and will tell you how proud she is of you. 


TO THE WEES 


Our Society of Silent Unity prays for any one who needs help. 
If you want to demonstrate health for yourself or for others, 
success in your studies, or harmony in your home or among your play- 
mates, write to Silent Unity, and they will pray with you for these 
things. 
Address your letter in this way: 
Society of Silent Unity, 
Tenth and Tracy, 
Kansas City, Mo. 
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LESSONS 


WILD FLOWERS 


It must have been in the spring of the year, when Robert Louis 
Stevenson wrote: 

* The world is so full of a number of things 
I’m sure we should all be as happy as kings. 

At any rate, if he did not write it in the spring, he must have been 
thinking of the spring. 

Every separate thing that helps to make the spring season, is full 
of happiness. Just listen to the song of the spring wind, the song of 
the spring birds, and the whisper in trees and shrubs; look at the colors 
in the clouds, the shade and light playing tag over the fields, and the 
chuckling of the streams; then you will feel some of the happiness 
which nature feels in the spring. 

Each thing of spring is so sweet that we love it; each is so shy that 
we must not try to come too near, or it will run away from us. The 
birds and squirrels like to have us come close to them, but not too close. 
The greenness of the hills is the same. The hill where we are standing 
does not look very green, but the one ahead seems to be covered by a 
velvety green cloth. Then, when we go to it, to enjoy its richer color, 
we find that it is no greener than the hill which we left. 

The spring flowers are shy, too. Not that they run away from 
us, as the squirrels and birds do; not that they are less lovely when we 
come near to them. No. They let us look into their delicate, lovely 
faces, and they are even more beautiful on close inspection than when 
seen from far away. 

I always feel that the flowers like to have me come out to where 
they live, and sit by them, and look at them, and talk to them. I even 
feel that they talk to me, and I am very certain that they look at me— 
look with a fearlessness and a tenderness that make me wonder if I am 
as good as I should be. 

These talks and enjoyments take place when I sit by the flowers. 
Perhaps I lift up a face, to have a clearer look into its purity; perhaps 
I smooth a tiny leaf or clear away a gossamer. But if I should break 
off the flowers from the plant, the little heads would be drooping palely 
before I could reach my room to put them into water. Even putting 
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them into water, does not do much good. ‘In a few hours, or in a day 
they are so withered that they are no longer desirable, and must be 
thrown out, to shrivel and dry in the hot sun. 

But if I leave them out where God planted them, I can go to see 
them the next day. And each time that I go, when my call is over, | 
seem to feel them around me, even when busy at my desk. Their 
shy, sweet faces form a haze of springtime color about me, and I can 
picture them out there in the sunshine or in the night, making beauty 
spots for the birds and for the stars to look upon. 


Lesson 8, May 21, 1922. 


HILKIAH’S GREAT DISCOVERY.—II Chronicles 34: 14-33. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Thy word is a lamp unto my feet, And light unto 
my path_—Psalm 119:105. 


God inspired Moses to write certain laws and commandments, which 
the people were to observe. They called this “The Book of the Law;” 
we call it the Bible. It was unlike our Bibles today, for it was written on 
skins, sewed together and fastened on wooden rollers at each end. During 
the reign of Manasseh, all copies of this book disappeared, and it was 
presumed that Manasseh had ordered them destroyed. Many years later, 
when the temple in Jerusalem was being repaired, this book was found by 
a high priest named Hilkiah. Doubtless some one had hidden it there, 
years before. As soon as it was discovered, it was taken to the king, who 
went into the house of Jehovah, and called the people together and read to 
them from the book. Then the king made a covenant with the Lord, to 
keep his commandments and to live according to the instructions of the 
book. We may not actually lose our Bibles, but we often forget them and 
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the message they contain. The Bible is the most helpful and instructive 
book ever written, but we must not make the mistake of thinking that 
religion came out of this book, for in reality the Bible came out of religion. 
It was inspired by the Holy Spirit, speaking to devoted and consecrated 
men, and we can receive the same inspiration today, if we will listen for it. 
God will speak directly to us, and we shall hear his word, if we keep 
ourselves open and receptive to it. 
Question for the Children to Answer 

Tell in your own way how the Bible is a help to you. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssON—I am receptive to the 
word of God. 


Lesson 9, May 28, 1922. 
JEREMIAH SPEAKS BOLDLY FOR GOD.—Jeremiah 26. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Amend your ways and your doings, and obey the 
voice of Jehovah.—Jeremiah 26:13. 


_ You have probably read about Jeremiah. He was a very good and 
spiritual man, and a prophet of God. During the reign of Jehoiakim. 
affairs got into a very bad state: The nation was plunged into debt, for 
which the people were heavily taxed, and religion gave way to idolatry. 
This was hard for Jeremiah to bear, for he was very loyal to God. So 
Jeremiah stood in the outer court of the temple, and pointed out to the people 
that they were taking a wrong course to gain the favor of God. He 
showed them the sin of idolatry, and pointed out their faithlessness. He 
told them that, unless they repented and obeyed God’s laws, disaster would 
come upon them. It always follows that when we know the law and fail 
to keep it, we bring punishment upon ourselves. Jeremiah was not afraid 
to speak boldly for God, for God had commanded him to do so. The 
people, however, were very angry and decided that he should be put to 
death. Even this did not frighten Jeremiah, for he trusted God. When 
the people saw that Jeremiah was delivering the message of the true God 
to them, and that what he was telling them was for their own good, they 
said that he should not die, for he had spoken to them “in the name of 
Jehovah.” The very fact that we have courage to speak out for God when 
we see mistakes being made, will be our safeguard against harm. God wil! 
always protect those who serve him faithfully and fearlessly. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 
Does God punish one who fails to keep his commandments? No: 
but every time we fail to do what we know to be in accordance with God's 
commandments, we punish ourselves. 
How would you compare Jeremiah with a soldier? Jeremiah had 
the bravery and the courage of a true soldier—a soldier of God. 
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Of whom was Jeremiah thinking, when he begged the people to 


repent and return to God—of the people, of himself, or of God? His whole 
thought was of God. 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LeEssoN—!/ pray for the forgiveness 
of my sins, and I resolve to be faithful to God. 


Lesson 10, JUNE 4, 1922. 


JEHOIAKIM TRIES TO DESTROY GOD’S WORD.—Jere- 
miah 36. 

GoLpEN TEXT—The word of our God shall stand forever.—Isaiah 
40:8. 

Jeremiah had an attendant, Baruch, who wrote down all Jeremiah’s 
prophecies, and made them into a large scroll. Jeremiah commanded 
Baruch to read these in the temple, or the house of Jehovah. When the 
princes and the members of the king’s court heard the words of the prophet, 
they immediately made it known to the king. The king had the scroll 
brought before him and read, and after the servant had read a few pages, 
the king took his knife and cut the scroll and threw it into an open fire, 
which was burning before him. However this did not discourage Jeremiah, 
for he knew that what he had written was true and that it would come 
to pass, even if all the books and scrolls in the world were destroyed, one 
by one. The servant brought another scroll, and they found that it con- 
tained all that was in the first one, and more too. Foolish king, to think 
that by destroying the written word, he could excuse himself from reckoning 
with God! No matter how much we destroy the book, we still know that 
the word of God is fulfilled, whether we like it or not. The real Word of 
God is a living word, whether written or not, and there is no power that 


can destroy it. It lives in our hearts and lives, and if we love it, we shall 
never seek to destroy it. 


Questions for the Children to Answer 
Is the Bible all of the word of God? No. God himself is the Word 
by which all things are made. 


What power can destroy the word of God? There is no power that 
can destroy it; it is omnipotent. 

Does God speak to men only through his written word? No. The 
Holy Spirit is constantly speaking to us, inspiring and helping us. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE Lesson—The word of God is an 
ever-present help. 
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Lesson 11, JUNE 11, 1922. 
JEREMIAH CAST INTO PRISON.—Jeremiah 37:1—38:13. 


GOLDEN TExT—Be not afraid because of them; for 1 am with thee 
to deliver thee, saith Jehovah.—Jeremiah 1:8. 


Jeremiah did much good in Jerusalem, but he decided that he would go 
to his home town and look after his property there. At the edge of the city. 
he was arrested on the charge of deserting the army, which was on the 
verge of war with the Chaldeans. He was put into prison, but finally the 
king became alarmed about the state of affairs, and he sent for Jeremiah, 
to ask him to pray for their protection. Jeremiah told him plainly that he 
would be defeated, and the king sent him back to prison. He was put 
into a dark and dirty dungeon, where there was no water to drink, and 
there he was left. In the king’s court, there was an Ethiopian servant who 
knew of Jeremiah’s plight, and who longed to help him. He found an 
opportunity, and in the presence of many people, and in opposition to the 
men who had condemned Jeremiah to the dungeon, he pleaded for the king 
to liberate the prophet. The king considered the Ethiopian’s plea, and 
finally gave him permission to free Jeremiah. What a tender heart this man 
possessed! What courage he had, to plead for Jeremiah in the face of all 
these people! The Ethiopian took with him several men to help, and went 
to the dungeon. There he let down a sort of ladder made of old rags and 
old clothes, and Jeremiah took hold of this and was lifted from the dungeon 
and taken into the king’s court. Jeremiah was very grateful to the Ethi- 
opian for his loving help, and afterwards sent him a message from Jehovah, 
promising him that he should not be captured by the Chaldeans, and that 
for his loving service to God and his fellow men, he should be protected. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

Ask yourself these questions: Would you have the courage to face 
a crowd of people and plead for the life of one whom you loved, as a 
prophet of God? Do you feel that you are big enough to do the thing that 
God puts in your way to do? Would you consider it “none of your busi- 
ness,” and would you see a fellow man suffer unjust punishment, without 
_ trying to help him? What part does love of God play in your life? What 
part does the love of fellow men play? 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—/ trust God to rescue 
me from perilous situations. 


LADY JUNE 
With humming bees 
And birds in tune, 
Comes tripping in 
Sweet Lady June. 
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PUZZLE IN CIPHER 


BERNARR WADE (10 years) 
Lawndale, Calif. 


The following numbers, when deciphered, make the first stanza 
of a well-known poem: 
19-16-5-I-11 7-5-14-20-12-25! 9-20 9-19 2-5-20-20-5-18 
6-1-18 
20-15 18-21-12-5 2-25 12-15-22-5 20-8-1-14 6-5-1-18; 
19-16-5-1-11 9-5-14-20-12-25! 12-5-20 14-15-20 
8-1-18-19-8 23-15-18-4-19 13-1-18 
20-8-5 7-15-15-4 23-5 13-9-7-8-20 4-15 8-5-18-5! 


BIBLE RIDDLES 


RuTH ALEXANDER 
Chehalis, Wash. 


Who was the straightest man in the Bible? 
What is the difference between Joan of Arc and Noah’s ark? 


ANSWERS TO APRIL PUZZLES 
The Mysterious Inscription. 
Do not tell all you know for he who tells all he knows often 
tells more than he knows. 

Do not covet all you see for he who covets all he sees often 
covets more than he sees. 

Do not say all you hear for he who says all he hears often 
says more than he hears. 

Do not spend all you have for he who spends all he has often 

spends more than he has. 


Answer to Geographical Puzzle. 

1. Aurora, Ill.; 2. Augusta, Ga.; 3. Elizabeth, N. J.; 4. 
Florence, Ala.; 5. Aleaecelias La.; 6. Charlotte, N. C.; 7. Bad, 
Okla.; 8. Halen. Mont.; 9. Senanate: Pa.; 10. Marietta, Ohio. 
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PLUM BLOSSOMS 


Bobby and Stubkins had been racing down the long lanes be- 
tween the rows of trees in the orchard, and Bobby had settled himself 
under a plum tree to rest. He lay back gazing at the canopy of blos- 
soms over him, and drinking in the fragrance of the plum blossoms 
—the most alluring thing in the world. 

Stubkins vainly tried to attract Bobby’s attention by sharp barks, 
and waggings—not only of his tail, but of his whole fat body—and 
then went off exploring on his own account. 

A red robin was swinging on a branch near by, and Bobby kept 
very still so that he might not startle the bird. He was watching the 
funny, wise way which Red Robin had of cocking his head on one side, 
when—why, it wasn’t Red Robin at all, but a tiny man in a suit of 
burnt orange. He began talking earnestly, and next to him Bobby saw 
another tiny man in green. 

“We've found it!”’ declared the burnt orange man. 

““Those plum blossoms would awaken the soundest sleeping nose 
on earth, and she has it.” 

“She has that,” answered the green man. “But I believe you're 
right about the plum blossoms. What nose could stay asleep near 
that fragrance?” 

He wriggled his own tiny nose in appreciation. 

““Who ever heard of noses going to sleep?” asked Bobby. 

Both tiny men fell backward. Bobby was alarmed, until he 
saw that they did not fall from the tree, but were hanging from the 
limb by their knees. . 

“Oh! I’m glad you didn’t fall all the way down,” he cried in 
relief. 

“You're not alone, young man, for there are two of us up here 
who share your gladness; but how in the world”—they looked at one 
another—‘‘did we happen to overlook him?” 

‘Must have been thinking so hard of noses that we forgot to us 
our eyes,” the burnt orange one decided. 
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“‘He must be one of us, or half-way one of us, at any rate’’-—the 
green man looked thoughtfully at Bobby, “‘or he couldn’t have heard 
or seen us.” 

“Then we'd better tell him the rest, and make him all one of 
us.” The burnt orange man crossed his legs and began: 

“About two months ago, a very unfortunate thing happened. 
Two men had a violent quarrel, and they had the bad taste to conduct 
it in a grassy spot by a pool where the fairies go to bathe. There 
were some of our people in the pool, so of course they couldn’t help 
overhearing the argument. 

“Well, some of the fairies wanted so much not to hear the 
unpleasant words, that their ears went to sleep; and some of the others 
wanted so much not to see the red, angry faces, that their eyes went to 
sleep. They all awoke in a day or two, and everything would have 
been all right, if the princess had not been bathing just then. 

“She has—or had—a most sensitive nose, and when the angry 
words and angry glances met in mid air, there came to the delicate 
nostrils of the princess the odor of sulphur and brimstone. She had 
never smelled anything so unpleasant in all her life, and she must have 
wanted very much indeed not to smell it, for her nose went to sleep, 
and do what we can, we haven’t been able to awaken it.” 

“Isn’t there something more we can do?” asked Bobby anxiously. 

“Yes, I think we’ve found a way,” said burnt orange, coming 
down from the tree, and turning a handspring on the grass. “My 
brother has gone to fetch the princess now.” 

Bobby had been so interested in the story, that he had not missed 
the tiny green man. Now he saw him coming down the lane, holding 
the hand of the most exquisite bit of pink and white fairy with golden 
hair, that you can imagine. 

“‘How beautiful the bird songs are,” she was saying, “and how 
lovely the blossoms! If I could only smell them!’’ Two big drops of 
dew came tumbling down her pink cheeks. 

“This will never do at all,” muttered Bobby. 

They stopped directly under the plum tree. Both tiny men 
bowed low before her. 

““Breathe—breathe deep,” they implored. 

The princess stood very straight and took a deep, deep breath. 
Then her blue eyes opened wide, and she took another breath. 

“It’s awake! It’s awake!”’ She clapped her hands and danced. 
“And plum blossoms are the most fragrant things in the world.” 

Then she danced right across Bobby’s upturned face—and he 
awoke. The little breezes, playing in the trees, had shaken loose a 
plum blossom, and dropped it down on him. 


IN CARIST’S GARDEN 


By Mary BREWERTON DEWITT 
A “Dream Garden” Story 


Every girl loves to have her own sure- 
enough little ground space, with nicely 
bordered paths separating the perfectly 
shaped flower beds. But as it is not 
given to every girl to have one of these 
gardens right now, since so many people 
live in flats and in large cities, it’s some 
fun to read the experiences of a little girl 
who really did live right with nature, 
and to enjoy with her, all that came into 
her soul, as she daily drank in the beau- 
ties of her ideal garden. 

Just read a part of one entrancing 
day’s experience: 


The Little Sister strolled in her gar- 
den, joyous in her dreams of the day. Sweet, sweet was that 
garden with the perfume of flowers. 

All the air was fragrant as though heaven were there, for the 
magnolia blooms shone white amidst their glistening leaves. 

“*Hush!”’ breathed the Little Sister, “the Master is here. He 
walks now within his garden, in the freshness of the morning. 

““O Master of Love, art thou beside me?” 

“We are beside thee, ever beside thee, knowest thou not this? 
Where couldst thou go and we go not with thee? Alone? Thou 
art never alone. The tie is boundless, for thou art mine and I am 
thine. 

“Have I not called thee long, long years ago to serve? 
Wheresoe’er thou dost serve in love, thou dost serve me.” 


Then there were other times of glinting sunlight, silvery moon- 
light, rosy dawn, the soft fragrant twilight, when she learned the 
beautiful lessons of love and joy, as she attuned herself to the 
swaying bough, the flitting bird, the golden air. 

Children are so near to nature! That's why this story makes 
such an appeal to them. 


Nicely bound booklet; envelope to match; price, 50 cents. 
UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 


Tenth and Tracy avenue, Kansas City, Missouri 
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BLANCHE 
Splash of yellow, pink, and 
white, 
On a background green and 
bright— 
That is May! 


Why it fills us full of vim; 

Makes us want to dance or 
swim— 

Who can say? 


Haven't learned to sing like 
birds ; 

Don't quite understand their 
words— 

But we may. 
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That I may speak 
True words, I find 
It best that true 
Thoughts fill my 


‘i That I may feel 


Love every- 
where, 
My love 
thoughts with 
My friends] 


share. 


That I may sleep 

In sweet content. — 

At night, on God * ,4 


My thoughts are 
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